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The ARGUMENT. 


Dido diſcovers to her ſiſter her paſſun for Fneas, and her 
thoughts of marrying him. She prepares a hunting match for 
his entertainment. Juno, with the conſent of Venus, raiſes a 

ftorm, which ſeperates the hunters, and drives FEneas and 
Dido into the ſame cave. Jupiter diſpatches Mercury to 
ZEneas, to warn him from Carthage. ÆEneas ſecretly prepares 
for his voyage, Dido finds out his defign, and, to put a flop 
zo it, makes uſe of her own and her filer*s entreaties, and diſ- 
covers all the variety of paſſions that are incident to a negletted 
lover. When nothing could prevail upon him, ſhe contrives her 
avon death, with which this book concludes, 
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FOURTH BOOK 
1 | 


VIRGFELM ANNE 
HE Queen now burns with love's relentleſs flame, 
And feeds the fire, that glows throu ut her frame. | 
The manly graces of the hero's face, 
The many glories of his country's race, 
Ruſhing at once, diſtract her lab' ring mind, 
Nor balmy reſt can wretched Dido find. 


Aurora now had ftrew'd the earth with light, 
And chas'd away the gloomy ſhades of night; 

When thus the Queen her ſiſter Ann addreſt, 

Whilſt ſighs came burſting from her heaving breaſt. 


O Ann, what dreams diſturb thy ſiſter's reſt ? 
« What think you of this great and wond'rous gueſt ? 
„ How great a hero does this land behold ! 
< In port how graceful, and in arms how bold! 
« Sure from the gods the ſtranger boaſts his race; 
« For fear purſues the ſoul obſcure and baſe. | 


Fx 


« Oh! by what fates oppreſs'd | what wars he ſung ! 

„ What magic numbers dwelt upon his tongue! © 
&« Foul murder robb'd me of the nuptial bed, 

« And pour'd thick ſtorms of ſorrow on my head; 
Therefore my mind its purpoſe ftill retains, 5 

9 Never again to wear the marriage chains; 

cc Had fate leſs ſorrows on my marriage ſent, 

& Perhaps my heart to this one fault had bent. 

« Siſter, forgive - I feel throu ghout my frame 

e Too certain ſymptoms of my former flame. 

« But hear my vows—firft, may imperial Jove 

c Dart on my head his thunders from above, 

* And ſend me headlong to the ſhades of night, 

« Ere the ſtrict laws of modeſty I ſlight. 

« He who poſleſs'd me firſt holds ſtill my love 

« Warm 1 in the grave, as when he liv'd above.” 


Thus ſpoke the 13 * rait replies, 
ho O ſiſter dearer than the chryſtal ſkies, . 
« Will you ftill ſpend in grief each precious hour, 
ce In endleſs ſtrife gainſt love's reſiſtleſs power? 
« Ah! to what end the j joys of love oppoſe ? __ 
« And ſpend the bloom of youth in laſting woes? 
"ION Think you the manes of the dead can know 
cc Your vow and promiſe in the ſhades below? 
Neo ſuitor ever bent thy mind before, 
Not thoſe on Tyria's, nor on Lybia's ſhore 5 
| « Tirbas was deſpis'd with fierce diſdain, 
ce And other monarchs rich in wide domain. 
4“ Then to what end a pleaſing love oppoſe ? 
Reflect, you live ſurrounded by your foes, 
« Here the Getulian race, a warlike band, 0 
And fierce Numidians guard the Afric ſtrand; ff 
Here the Barcæans ſpread their fury wide, 
bs Del and quickſands cloſe the other fide 3 ; 


Ah, blind to fate! what auguries can move, 


« Why ſhou'd I name the dangets: of your ſlate,  - 
« Pygmalion's horrid threats, and cruel hate: 
« Sure by the gods and Juno's.high;command, + 
« The Trojan fleet is anchor'd on our land. 
« Tf but in arms yon warlike Trojan powers 
« League all their forces, and their troops with ours; 
Ho great and glorious will your ſtate ariſe  ' | 
* Your ſpreading fame ſhalt reach the lofty ſkies. -- - 
_ «< Aſk then protection from the gods above _ 
In ſuppliant terms, and facrifice: to Jove; 
« And ſtill invent new reaſons for delay; 
« Say, winter rages o'er the wat'ry way; 
His ſhjps are unprepar'd to croſs the main; 
And fierce Orion's * cha & wit rain.“ 


Theſe words inſlaming gill her mind yet mom, 
Diſpel the modeſty ſhe felt before. | Si 
Both to the temples of the gods repair, = 
And ſeek their aid by ſacrifice and prayer; 

To Ceres, Bacchus, and the God of day, 
Selected victims at the ſhrines they ſlay; - 

But firſt an heifer to the Queen of Heav'n, _ 
Unto whoſe care the marriage. bands are giv'n. | 
The Queen moves on majeſtically flow, = 
And pours the wine upon the heifer's brow. 
In ſolemn pomp before the fanes ſhe trod, 
And walk'd before the ſtatue of each god, 
Then as the rich oblations they prepare, 

The panting entrails yiews with anxious care. 


What pray'rs can calm the raging pangs of love? 
I be ſilent paſſion preys thro? ev'ry part, 551 
The ſecret wound ſtill feſters in her heart. 
The Princeſs torn with love's impetuous _ 
TG n the town * her courſe 
A4 


ODOT — TE on — — — — — 


7 


eb 
a e ee eee tay RAND 5 
Swift thro” the lawns and oer the hills ſhe hies, 
TN We qe ela ts. 1 


Now thro' the town ſhe leads the gde man | 
Shews all her treaſures and each diff rent plan; 
Attempts to ſpeak—ftops ſhort— ſtill tries in vain, 
And when the day ee re ee 
Again deſires to hear of Ilion's falll. 
His wounds, his bandes ound is ing wall Eo Ne 


At length o'er half FA, world night ſpread . 3 : 
The ſtars in Heav'n their glimm' ring light diſplay; 
The God of ſleep extends his balmy wings, 

And to the wearied eye ſweet ſlumber brings. 

Within the wall the beauteous Dido plac'd, 

Preſſes the couch, which late Æneas grac'd 1 - + 

Her anxious thoughts the abſent-hero ſeek, 

Abſent ſhe ſees him, abſent hears him ſpeak ; 

Or to her boſom claſps the blooming boy, 

In hopes to lull her love with fancied joy. 

No more her walls ariſe, no more her youth en 

: The dreadful engines of deſtructive war; ry 
No more the lofty battlements arife ; - 

Her bulwarks your to brave wy —_ — 5 


Mbhen the 18 alter Fe the wife of Jove 

Saw Dido vanquifh'd by the pow'r. of love, 
| She thus addreſs d the Cytherean dame; 

„O high renown and everlaſting fame 1 | 

| © Diftinguiſh'd praiſe, O Goddeſs, you have won, 
If by two gods one woman is undone! - | 


Well do 1 know, that with ſuſpicious eye | 
4 Thou view'ſt my . riſing to the ſæy. 


ce © Why not mike peace, and age a5 Fenz woes? 42 2 


Lou have accompliſh'd your whole ſoul's Gehry, 
& And Dido burns with love's reſiſtleſs fire. 
« Let us protect with equal power the use 

« With equal favours bleſs the mingled race. 
Carthage and Troy ſhall join in marriage bands, 
« And T * Wr bend | to eons, 4: 8 commands.” . 


To the find cnpeets of the Heav'ns above 


Reply'd the daughter of almighty Jove, 


(For well ſhe ſaw a plan of deepeſt hate 

To fix the empire in the Lybian ſtate). 

* Who dares reject or thwart thy dread intent, 

“ To this deſign wou'd'fortune but conſent ? 

cc But Jove, I fear, forbids the Trojan hoſt 

« To dwell in friendſhip on the Lybian coaſt. 

„ You are his conſort; you a ſuppliant try 
To move by prayers the tyrant of the ſky; 
Lead you, all pow'rful Queen of Heav'n, the way, 

« And with ſubmiſſion Venus ſhall obey. | 

That taſk be mine, th' imperial Queen replies, | 

« To ſooth with words the tyrant of the ſkies, | 

« Now hear attentive, by what means we can 
cc With eaſe accompliſh our intended plan. 

When Phcebus riſing from the azure main 

« Shall with his beams enlight the world again, 

“ Troy's chief and Tyria's queen prepare to go 

Amid the woods to chaſe the ſavage foe; 45 

« Whilſt the ſwift horſemen beat the trembling ground, 

« And with their toils encloſe the wood around, 

« Wide o'er the field a black*ning ſtorm I'll ſpread, 

« With hail and thunder on the hunters' head; 

4 Thro' diff rent paths the ſcatter d troops ſhall fly, 

4 Whilſt the dark clouds conceal the lucid ſky. 
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* Shall to the ſame ſequeſtred cave repair. 
4 There will I come, and to thy ofpring's hands tt 
« Deliver Dido bound in nuptial bands... 
The Cytherean queen Saturnia's ſubtle 5 
With; joy . n and inward le 
Mean whila Aurora rifing f from the 8 
Shot o'er the earth the radiant beams of — 
Swift from the gates ruſh forth the choſen. train, 
With hounds and horſes o'er the duſty plain. 


 Maſfylian horſemen with the pointed ſpear, 


And the quick ſcented dogs cloſe up the rear. 
The Tyrian chiefs before the palace gate 


For Dido ling'ring in her chamber wait. 


Purple and gold her beauteous ſteed ſurround, _ | 


It fiercely champs the bit and paws the ground. 


At length the Queen appears, the guards around, 5 
Her Tyrian mantle flows along the ground: 
Gold was the quiver glittering at her ſide, 

And with a golden knot her hair was ty'd 
Bright claſps of gold ſecure her 1 
Shine on her arms and ſparkle on her breaſt. 
The Trojan youth around Iülus ſtand, 

Who gayly leads along the youthful band. 

High o'er the reſt the great Eneas trod, 
In-form and figure, as he mov'd, a god. 

So when Apollo leaves the Lycian coaſt | 

And Xanthus' ſtreams and hoary winter's froſt; 
With joy he views the well known Delian — 
And hears with tranſports the harmonious ſtrain; 


The Dryopes around his temples pray, 


And the wild Scythians hail the God of day; 
High o'er the Cretan hills, and thro” the groves 


Ihe youthfu] god | in form majeſtic moves; 


n 
= I F waa 


A laurel eromm doris hit Metec be 


In wreaths of gold his flowing locks are ade 
(The bow and quiver o'er his ſhoulders e 
And the darts rattle as he moves ” 

So mov'd Æneas with majeſtic pace, 

Such were the godlike Pennies of his hae, 


Soon as they reach'd the — bighelt 0 
The goats fly ſwiftly to the vales bel. 
There ſeour the nimble ſtags, and as they run, 
Thick clouds of duſt obſcure the rifing ſun. 

With joy Iülus ſpurs his ſprightly horſe, 
And thro' the vallies takes 1 
No hopes ſome foaming boar will croſs his —_ 
Or brindled lion ranging Wann N eite oy: 


Mean while the ait — dark, the — 4 
Rain, hail, and thunder rattle thro' the ſæy. 
Now here, now there fly diverſe o'er the plain 
The Trojan youth and all the Tyrian train. 


| Down from the mountains ruſh th' impetuous flood, 


And the winds whiſtle thro' the waving wood. 
To the ſame gloomy cave the gods convene 

The Trojan hero and the Tyrian queen, 
Connubial Juno and the earth give ſigns, 

The light'nings flaſh, and heav'n the marriage binds, 
The nymphs on ev'ry hill were heard to cry, 

And their loud ſhrieks reecho'd thro' the ſky ; 
From that dire day her fatal griefs aroſe 

And all her future miſeries and woes. 

No longer mov'd with honourable fame, 


With marriage ſpecious tye the ſkreens her ſhame, 


No fame throughout the Lybian cities goes, 
Than whom no fiend more ſwiſt from hell aroſe ; 


Firſt ||| 


? 
4 4 


Firſt ſmall thio' fear, ſhe grows to wondrous fe, 


Her feet on earth, her head amid the ſkies, _ 
Tis faid that mother Earth enrag d at Jove, 
Who ſlew her ſons with thunders from above, 
Produc'd this peſt in vengeance for the deed, 
With feet to run and wings to fly with ſpeed. 
The monſter hideous, horrid to the ſight, 

O'er earth and ocean whirls her rapid flight; 
Ten thouſand buſy tongues the monſter bears, 
Ten thouſand watchful eyes and liſt'ning ears; 
Thro' the mid region of the air by night p 
And thro' the ſhades of earth ſhe wings her flight. | 
Watchful ſhe ſits on lofty tow'rs by day, 
And ſhakes the world with terror and diſmay. 
No balmy ſlumber ſeals the monſter's eye; 
Sometimes ſhe ſpreads the truth, but oft a lie. 
Pleas'd with her taſk ſhe truth and falſhood bears, 
And fills with various rumours people” s ears 
That one Eneas with his Trojan hoſt 
But juſt arriv'd upon the Tyrian coaſt, 

The Queen with all her charms vouchſafes to wed, 
And lead the ſtranger to the nuptial bed ; 

| That now regardleſs of her country's fame, 
She ſpends the day in luxury and ſhame, 


Strait to Iärbas' royal courts ſhe fled, 
And rage and anger thro? the manſion ſpread, 
The monarch boaſts his lineage from above, 
From Garamantis born and thund'ring Jove 4 

Within his realms an hundred temples riſe, 
i} Whence to almighty Jove they facrifice ; 
| The ground grows fat with conſecrated gore 
And flow'ry wreaths adorn the temples” door; 


| Enflam'd with love and. madd' ning with deſire, 


With hands uplifted he addreſs d his fire ; 


« Almighty 


hd. 6. 
« Almighty Jove, to whom the Mooriſh bands” 


* Offer libations with their holy hands, 
See ſt thou theſe r e ee 


| « When bn her ies the rembln ear? * 
“ Shall we ſtill tremble at the hand of Jove, 24d 
When his ſwift light'nings flaſh from Heavin above? . 


«A wand'ring woman on the Lybian —_ 
« To whom we gave a barren tract of land, 
« Scorning our marriage has Eneas led, 
To ſhare her kingdom and aſcend her bel. 
« This Paris now with his unmanly hoſt 

. « From Aſia driven to the Lybian coaſt, 
e Bound with a bonnet round his chin, his hair 
„ Bedew'd with odours, ſhall enjoy the fair. 
« Ts this our recompence, immortal king, 
c For the burnt off'rings, which we daily bring? 


This as he ſpoke, great Jove enthron'd on high 
Tow'rds Lybia turn'd his all-conſid'ring eye, 
Beheld the pair regardleſs of their fame, 
O'erwhelm'd in luxury and dead to ſhame. 


| Then thus to Mercury he, ſays, —* My fon, 

Call here the Zephyrs, and with ſpeed be gone; 
<«< Haſte to the Trojan Prince who ſtill delays, 
« And with the Tyrian Queen in Carthage ſtays, 
No grown regardleſs of th” Italian ftates 

6e Aſfign'd to him by Heav'n's high will and fates. 

* Swift on thy pinions cut the liquid air 
« And to /Eneas theſe my orders bear; 

« Not ſuch a fon did Venus queen of love 

« Promiſe to me and all the gods above, 

« When twice ſhe ſnatch'd him from the fatal * 
* Enwrapt in clouds ſecur d from mortal ſight; 
<« But one who born to conqueſt ſhou'd command 
Atalian princes in their native land; 


— 14 J 


Vo by the ſword ſhou'iprove. his noble birth, | 
4 | « And to his mighty will ſubdue the RP 
| N 


« But if his ſoul no thought of glory fire, 

Let young Aſcanius ſeek the deſtin d ſtate, 
Affign d by Heav'n and all commanding fate. 

« What can the Trojan to himſelf propoſe? 
What hopes remain amid the Tyrian foes ? 

E Does he deſpiſe the fair Lavinian land? | 
* Hence let him fail—fly, bear him this command. 0s 


9 He ite ab mounts the winged winds, | 

F0laſt to his feet the golden pinions binds, | 
That thro! the fields of air his flight ſuſtain, 

And bear him o'er the wide extenſive main. 

He graſps the wand, that cauſes ſleep to fly, 

| Or in ſoft ſlumber ſeals the watchful eye; © 

Witch this he drives the ſtormy winds away, . 
And the dark clouds which hide the face of day; 

With this to life he calls the buried dead 
| With this to hell the trembling ſouls are led. 


Now with ſwift flight he glides along the ſkies 
And the huge top of lofty Atlas ſpies.  _ 
Atlas, whoſe head with waving pines is crown'd, 
Whoſe aged brow dank miſts and clouds ſurround ; 
Around his head the howling winds are heard, 
And the ſtiff ice hangs from his grizly beard; 

His mighty ſhoulders bear perpetual ſnow, 

And from his chin the rapid rivers flow. 

Here ſtood the god ;z—thence from the craggy vary 

Ruſh'd down impetuous to the boiling deep. — 
As the ſwift corm' rant wings his rapid way 


From rock to rock, then ſkims. along the ſea; a 5 = 
Oer the wide world thus flew the winged god w- | 


Till upon Lybia's ſandy ſhores he trod. WE 5 


Ah. Al 
T0000 
He ſaw /Eneas midſt the Tyrian train 
Raiſing new tow'rs and walls ; ee front es e 


Sparkling with gems adorn'd the Trojan lord; 
A purple garment from his ſhoulders flowd 


Where the rich tints in Tyrian beauty e 4 
The Queen with flow'rs of gold the veſt had wove 
Por her dear hefo as a pledge of love. | | | 


| Then thus ga meſſenger began; 55 
« Ah! blind to future fate, uxorious man! | 
* Doſt thou ftill dwell on Lybia's hoſtile ſtrand ? 
And till forget Italia's deftin'd land? 

This mandate, hero, from the Heay'ns I bring, 

&« By Jove's command the Heav'ns' imperial king. 

« What ſtructures doſt thou raiſe ? or what propoſe, 

« To live in Lybia midſt perfidious foes? 

« If thy fall'n ſoul no thoughts of glory fire, 
Let not the ſon be envi'd by his fire ; 

Let thy Aſcanius have a parent's love 

And ſeek the ſtate aſign n'd by pitying Jove. 5 
Thus ſpoke the God, then vaniſh'd from the ſight 
As to the Heavens he took his airy fight. 


Mean while Kineas wond'ring at * God 
His hair with fear and horror upright ſtood: 
Struck with the awful meſſage from the ſky. 
The dear, beloy'd abodes he longs to fly. 

Yet how begin ?- how firſt attempt to move 
The Queen diſtracted with the pangs of love? | 
| Now here, now there his wand'ring mind is born; 8 $ 
With each new thought his ſhifting ſoul is torn. 
The various plans diſtract his tortur'd breaſt ; 

At laſt he forms this counſel as the beſt ;. 

le calls Cleanthus fam'd in Tlion's wats, 

"And brave Sergeſtus bending down with years, 


— 


r ˙ . ˙ mwN . — . 


Commant them o fag th fr with en. 

And call the troops in ſecret to the ſhores, | | 
Bids th' obedient crew their arms prepare 1 
And to conceal che cauſe with ſtudious care, 5 


TPähat he himſelf ſome method wou'd 1 invent 


Of breaking to the Queen his fix'd intent. | 
Impatient they obey their chief's command, 
To rig their fleet and fail from Lybia's 8 — 


The Queen (for who can cheat a lover 8 eye 0 
Began to fear ſome ſecret treachery. 
She firſt perciev d their motions with FN . 
And dreaded all things with a lover's fear. 
The ſame dire Fame expands her rapid wings, k 
And the fad tale to Dido's palace brings,— 
That now /Eneas with the Trojan hoſt 
Prepar'd to leave the Carthaginian coaſt. 5 
With madneſs raging thro the town ſhe goes, 

At ev'ry ſtep her ſoul with paſſion glows, - 

So the wild Thyans, when their voice they raiſe, 
And with exulting ſhouts their Bacchus praiſe, 

| Commemorate on Mount Cytheron's s height, 

With dreadful ſhrieks the orgies of the night. 

At length ſhe thus the Trojan Prince addreſt, 
Whilſt the deep ſorrow ſwells her lab'ring breaſt, 

« Ah! cou'dft thou, traitor, think this deed to hide, 
« And from my coaſts in filence tempt the tide ? 

* Cou'd not our plighted faith, our mutual love, 

4 Nor Dido's cruel woes thy boſom move? 

4 Why doſt thou now thy fleet refit again, 

« And in the winter croſs the boiſt'rous main, 

« Unleſs thou ſeekeſt with thy Trojan band 

« Some diſtant clime, ſome foreign tract of land I 

« If ancient Troy now yet in Aſia flood, þ 
«* Wou'd Troy be ſought for ofer the briny flood ? 8 
iii « Wou'd 


94. 


« Wou'd Troy be PRE for o'er the raging deep, 
« Whilſt the fierce winds in furious tempeſts ſweep ? a} 
A CE RY r, 
« If T was ever dear, oh let me move W 0; 
« Thy ſtubborn purpoſe ! by theſe tears of woe, he 
« (For tears alone are left me to beftow!) E 7 
c Tf any room be left for prayers, oh ee | 
« My ſinking houſe and ſnatch me from the grave; 
For thee I've plung'd my Tyrian ſtate in woe; | 
„ For thee Numidia's chief is Dido's foe ; - 5 # is 
« For thee Ive loft my once renowned fame, 5, 16G 
And what alone in Heav'n cou'd place my name; 
Ah, in ſoft pity leave me not, my gueſt! | 
« Does this name only of a huſband reſt? , TT 
„ But why all this! come, bloody hrather, ,, ., 8 
« Or fierce Iirbas lead me captive home! | - | 
« Wou'd Heav'n but grant ſome offspring while you aſs 8 
« Some young Eneas in the hall to play, 
Who might reſemble his dear father” 8 "= 
« * I might not feel this foul diſerace 821 


| She ſpoke ; but ſtill he 8 bed his eyes, 
 Aw'd by the recent meſlage from the ſkies; 
At length he thus began; Great, 1 confeſs, 
ec Were all thy favours in our deep diſtreſs ; 3 
Nor ſhall my ſoul forget Eliza's name, 
ce Whilſt life's warm blood ſhall animate my frame. 
c Believe me, I ne'er thought by ſtealth to fly, 
& Nor bind our loves by wedlock's ſacred tye. 
« Had cruel fortune and th' immortal gods 
« Left my will free to chuſe my own abodes, 
Then Priam's palace and the dear remains 
« Of Troy had flouriſh'd ſtill on Aſia's plains, 
“ Now to th? Italian coaſts the Lycian god |; 
* Commands my navy o'er the dang'rous-flood ; | | 
IM B * | 


« The facred oracles declare my fate; 

&« There is my country, there the Trojan ſtate. | 
« If you your friends and native home cou'd leave, 
e And fondly to a Lybian city cleave, , | 
« Why blame the Trojans, who by Jove's command 
< Over various ſeas now ſeek the Latian land? 

* When on the earth deſcend the ſhades of night, 
« My father's ſpirit riſes to my ſight; 

« In dreadful dreams I hear his troubled ghoſt, 

« With awful ſummons call me from your coaſt, 
| & The young Aſcanius too, my darling boy, 
His deſtin'd kingdom eager to enjoy, 

« Whom from his promis'd crown I here detain, 
« Impatient urges me to the main, 

« F'en now the winged meſſenger of Jove 


4 Brings the dread ſummons from the realms above: 


* Celeſtial brightneſs ſhone around the God, 
4 Theſe eyes beheld him as on earth he trod. 
« Ceaſe your complaints, my fair one, to relate, 
« I ſeek not Italy by choice, but fate. 


Whilf thus he ſpoke, the Queen with ſilent glance 
| Ofer the whole man oft turn'd her eyes aſkance, 
Flaſhing indignant rage; then thus began; 

“ No goddeſs bore thee, falſe, perfidious man! 

« But frozen Caucaſus produc'd thy race, | 
« And tygers nurs'd thee, cruel as thou'rt baſe, 
« Why ſhould I now difſemble? ſay can fate 

« Purſue me further with its utmoſt hate? 

« Did he once ſhed a tear, or move his eye, 

Or in compaſſion heave a ſingle ſigh ? 

Nor Jove nor Juno from the diſtant ſkies 
View my misfortunes with impartial eyes. 
An outcaſt on my fhores, poor and forlorn, 
Fool as I was, I — him on _—_ throne, 


« Safe in my ports his ſhatter'd fleet I moor'd, 
His drooping friends from inſtant death ſecur d. 
Ah, I am all on fire | my brain grows hot, 
& Now great Apollo, and the Lycian lot, 
« And oracles, and meſſengers of gods 
D iſpatcht by Jove himſelf to theſe abodes, 

& Convey the horrid mandate thro? the air, 

And the dread ſummons to the hero bear! 

« To mighty Gods is ſuch employment given? 
Can ] diſturb the peaceful ſtate of Heaven? 

“ But I'll not argue nor detain thee more; 
« Go with thy winds, purſue th' Italian ſhore, 
<« Purſue thy kingdom thro* the ſtormy ſea, - 

« (Yet if the Gods arè juſt, and pity me) 


The puniſhments, thy crimes deſerve, thou'lt meet, 


© And rocks and ſtorms deſtroy thy impious fleet. 
« Oft ſhalt thou call on Dido's ſlighted name; 
Arm'd, like a fury, with revenging flame, 
« Thy conſcience ſhall behold me cloſe behind, 
« Array'd in terrors to thy guilty mind. | 
«© When my cold body's laid in Death's embrace, 


Muy ghoſt ſhall haunt thee thro the worlds wide ſpace. 


“ Wretch, thou ſhalt feel thy puniſhment ſevere, 
« And Fame the tidings to my ſhade ſhall bear.“ 


This ſaid; indignant from the Hero's ſight 
She flung, and ſought to ſhun the hated light. 
Perplex'd with grief and wiſhing much to ſay, 
In vain the Prince attempts her flight to ſtay. 
Her fainting limbs her fair attendants bear 
And for their . the * e 


| Zneas anxious to divert the care | 
And ſooth the anguiſh of the ſuff ring fair 
Shares her diſtreſs, yet aw'd by Jove's command 
He ſeeks the my at th' appointed ſtrand. 
= WV 
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Their work the joyful crew intenſely ply, 
That from the ſhore their lofty ſhips may fly. 
The pitchy bottoms float along the flood, 
With eager haſte they bring the unwrought wood, 
And the green oars upon the margin ſtood. | 
There you might ſee them from the city fly 
While clouds of duſt obſcure the radiant ſky. 
Juſt ſo the ants againſt the ſtorm prepare, 
And lay their food in vaults with anxious care ; 
The black battalions bear the corn away, 
And thro? the rugged road drag on their weighty prey: 
Part with their ſhoulders heave along each grain, 
Part chide delay, and urge the flothful train, 
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| þ How were thy thoughts diſtracted, hapleſs Queen, 
17 When from thy towr the Trojan troops were ſeen ? 
When firſt the ſhores reſounded with their cries, 5 
And the loud ſhouts reecho'd thro? the ſkies ? . N 
Imperious love, how dreadful is thy ſway! 
When mortal breaſts thy mighty. pow'r obey * 
Again ſhe weeps, again ſhe tries to move 
His ſtubborn breaſt, and ſuppliant ſeeks his love; 
That ſhe might leave untri'd no means to fave 
Her ſoul now ſinking to an early grave. 


&« Sec, my dear ſiſter, where the haſt'ning train 
« Drawn up in ranks prepare to leave the plain ! 
« The hoiſted canvas now invites the wind 
« And the glad crew their fleet with garlands bind, 
« Had I, dear Ann, foreſeen this cruel ſcorn, 
« The blow with fortitude I might have born. 
« Yet grant me, ſiſter, this my laſt requeſt, 
- “For you poſſeſs the ſecrets of his breaſt ; 
* To you, his boſom friend, to you alone 
*The foft approaches to his heart are known. 
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« Haſte wy dear Anna, to the Trojan go, 
« In ſuppliant terms beſpeak the haughty for. . 
4 I ne'er conſpir'd with Greece on Aulis Plain, 
Nor ſent my fleet to Troy acroſs the main; 
I neeer aſſiſted with deſtructive fire, 

Nor er diſturb'd the manes of his fire, 
« Why ſtops he then his unrelenting ears, 
“ Deaf to my pray'rs, and heedleſs of my tears? | 
Where wou'd he fly? ah, whither will he go! 
This, this at leaſt is left him to beſtow, — 
« To ſtay his flight thro? the tempeſtuous ſea, « 
“ Till the ſmooth zephyrs calm the wat'ry way... 
4 Of ſacred wedlock I renounce the name, 
« The compact he betrays, I will not claim; 
64 plead no more the name of wife now lot, 
« Nor hope to keep him from the Latian coaſt ; 
Let me not aſk a trifling hour in vain, © 
c Some ſhort protraction of afflicting pain, 
Till I have learnt to bear this cold diſdain : 
<« Let him but grant me this my laſt requeſt, - 
« And in my death AEneas ſhall be bieſt.” 
Thus pray'd the Queen; her ſiſter Anna bears 
The mournful meſſage to the Trojan's ears. | 
He ſtill reſiſts, regardleſs of her cares; 
| The fates and Heav'n oppoſe her tender prayers. 
So when the northern blaſts with furious rage 
Now here, now there a ſtubborn oak engage ; 
It groans, it bends, thoſe leaves which once it bore, 
Fly with the winds, and cover all the ſhore : 
It graſps the rock; as high as tow'rds the ſkies 
Its leafy honours in proud pomp ariſe, 
So deep in earth its root unmoved lies, 

Juſt fo, the hero born from ſide to fide 
With tears and unavailing pray'rs is ply'd. 
Firm to his purpoſe and unmoy'd his foul, 
Tho? down his cheek the tears in pity roll, 
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| Now hapleſs Dido ſhuns the hated ſkies, 


And prays that death might cloſe her languid eyes. 
Wat urg'd her onward to complete her fate, 


She ſaw ſtrange wonders, horrid to relate. 


' © While in the fane the ſacred off rings ſtood, 
The holy wine was turn'd to clotted blood. 


Th' aſtoniſh'd Queen the wonder kept conceal 'd, | 


| Nor cen to Ann the prodigy reveal d. 


There ſtood a marble ſhrine within the houſe, 

The dear remembrance of her former ſpouſe, 5 
With ſnowy fleeces, and with garlands crowu d | 
From thence. was heard an hollow, diſmal found : 


Her huſband's voice in ſolemn accents calls, 
And Dido's name reechoes round the walls. 


When the dark night its gloomy wings had ſpread, 
And o'er each eye a balmy ſlumber ſhed, 
The om' nous owl pours forth her mournful ſongs, 


And with her fad complaints the tedious night prolongs. 
| Beſides the prophecies alarm her mind; 


Nor balmy reſt can wretched Dido find. 

The fierce Eneas in her dreams is ſeen, 

And fternly perſecutes th' affrighted Queen; 
Now left alone thro* wilds ſhe ſeems to ſtray, 
Thro? winding paths to take her lonely way; 
Now ſeems to wander on ſome foreign coaſts, 
Or deſert ſhores to ſeek her Tyrian hoſts. 

So Pentheus ſees two ſuns enlight the ſky, 
And Thebes ſeems double to his wond' ring eye, 
And thus Oreſtes on the ſtage appears, 

And flies his mother with diſtracting futon; 

The furies follow with avenging ire 

Arm'd with black . and with horrid . 


At len gth o' ercome with grief, on death reſoly d. 
The time the Queen within betet revoly'd, 
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Diſſembling thus her ſiſter ſhe addreſt. 

* Rejoice, O ſiſter, for I've form'd a plan 
* Which to my arms ſhall give this perjur d man, 

« Or ſet me free ; nigh to the utmoſt bound 

« Where hoary ocean throws his waves around ; 

« Where the bright ſun ines the weitern iy, 

« And the far limits of the Athiops lie; 

< Where mighty Atlas whirls around his head 

The heav'nly globe with ſhining ſtars o'erſpread, 

4 There lives a prieſteſs, who ſupplies with food 

« The dragon watchful of the ſacred wood. 

«* With magic drugs ſhe undertakes to more 

From mortal breaſts the raging pangs of love, 

« Or by her-charms on others to impoſe | 

© Love's unrelenting cares and amorous woes; 

« To turn the ſtars, to ſtop each river's flight, 

Or ſummon to the earth the ghoſts by night. 

* At her command the trembling earth will howl, | 

“ And the wild aſh trees from the mountain roll. 

« O Ann, I call to witneſs mighty Jove, | 

« And thy ſweet life, and every god above, 

_ © Deſerted Dido, wretched and forlorn, 

& Againſt her will to theſe fad rites is born. 

Do you erect a pile, and place the ſword 

« And all the arms which grac'd the Trojan Lord; 

« Een let the flames devour the nuptial bed, 

& To which the faithleſs Prince Eliza led; 

& The facred prieſteſs wills, that we deftroy - 
Each fatal relic of the Prince of Troy.” 


As thus ſhe ſpoke, her roſy colour fled, 
And o'er her face a livid paleneſs ſpread. 

But Ann ne'er thought by ſuch a facred rite, 
That Dido meant to quit th' etherial light: | 
= | Suſpecting 
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Suſpecting nought of fuch a horrid deed, 


She executes her 85 with 5 Nr 


n Adnet Fe 
And ſacred boughs encircle all the ground ; | 
Upon the bed ſhe lays the fatal fword, 
The cloaths, the image of the Trojan Li 
Then near the pile the prieſteſs with her cries 
Invokes th' immortal ſynod of the es n 
To Hecate her i incantations makes, | 
To Chaos and Diana's triple ſhapes. | 


She ſprinkles water o'er the ſacred wood, 


And imitates the black Avernus flood. 


| Ripe herbs are plac'd, with ſickles cut by night, 


And pois'nous juice prepar'd by Phcebe's s light. 
Reſolv'd on death ſhe at the altar ſtands, 

And takes the ſalted cakes within her hands; 
Her royal robe unbound, with one foot bare 
To all the gods appeal'd the ſuppliant fair, 

If any of the deities above 

With fav'ring eyes regard neglected love. 


The night had FTI her mantle ofer is ſky, 
And in ſoft ſlumber ſeal'd the wearied eye. 
A gentle calm had ſooth'd the raging ſeas, 
And the woods nodded to the Zephyrs breeze ; 
The ſtars thro? Heav'n now held their middle way, 
And half the world in deepeſt filence lay; | 


The ſheep, and painted birds that haunt the floods, 


And thoſe that wander thro' the fields and woods, 
Throughout the ſilent night in ſlumber lay, 

And ev'ry heart forgot the toils of day: 

No ſlumber feals unhappy Dido's eyes, 


Tumultuous paſſions in her boſom riſe. 


Her cares increaſe: fierce love her mind _—_ 
And anger riſes in —_— tides. 
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«© What muſt I humbly try thoſe kings to move 
„Who bent as ſuppliants, and beſought my love? 

« Shall I the parting fleet of Troy attend? | 
And to thꝰ imperious chieftain baſely bend? _ 
“ Yes—ſince I plac'd them ſafe on Lybia's plains, 
« And in their hearts ſuch grateful love remains 


„ Ah! who will bear me cover'd with diſdain 


& In. their proud ſhips acroſs the ftormy main? 
„ Unhappy. Dido, all thy hopes are loſt ! _ 

4 Know'ſt thou not yet the perjur d Trojan hoſt? 1 
« What then, ye gods, what is it I muſt do? 
Muſt I alone attend the joyful rev? 
& Or lead my Tyrians o'er the duſty plain, 
And with my fleet purſue them o'er the main? 
Die as thou ought'ſt - this ſword ſhall bring relief, 
Deep in my boſom buried, end my grief. 

< You, my dear ſiſter, melted by my woe, 

« By your advice expos'd me to this foe. 

« Void of theſe cares why coy'd I not, ye Gods | - 
__ * Lave harmleſs like a ſavage of the woods ? | 1 
« Alas! I've violated the vows I made, 

The faith I plighted to Sichzus ſhade,” 


Thus ſpoke the Queen, and by her words expreſt 
The raging paſſions in her troubled breaſt. 
Whilſt all things were prepar'd to croſs. the deep 
The Trojan lay in the ſoft arms of ſleep. 

Again the God appear'd, juſt as the form before, 
And fternly call'd him from the Lybian ſhore, 
Reſembling Maia's ſon in voice, in face, 

In golden hair, in youthful blooming grace, 


“ Zneas, can'ſt thou yield to flumber's hand, 
Nor ſee what dangers round thy Trojans ſtand ? 
« Doſt thou not hear the friendly zephyrs blow, 
And all thy crew invite thee now to go? _ 


* FP" WF 
* The wretched Queen diſtradts her lab'ring mind | 
'  & Some fatal purpoſe of revenge to find. _ 
. <« Wilt thou not fly the Carthaginian ſhore, | 
« Whilſt ſaving flight is plac'd within thy power? 
I thou art found thus ling'ring on thy bed 
When the next morn ſhall ſtreak the eaſt with red, 
«<_ Thou ſhalt behold the ocean foam with oars, 
« And blazing torches flame along the ſhores. 
& Hence then—begone—truſt not a woman's mind, 
« Fickle by nature, and to change inclin'd.” 
Thus as he ſpoke, he took his airy flight, 
And gently mingled in the ſhades of night. 


The Trojan Prince awakes in wonder loſt, 
Starts from his couch and rouſes up his hoſt. 
« Awake, my friends, unfurl the fails, a god 
* Difſpatch'd again by Jove from Heay*ns abode, 

4 Sternly commands me to depart once more, 

And cut the wreathed cables from the ſhore. 
« Who Cer thou art we'll follow thy commands, 

« Great God, and in obedience leave theſe lands. | 
And oh! be preſent with propitious aid, | : 
| © And guide us by thy ſtars thro! night's dark ſhade. 
| This faid; ſwift from the ſheath he drew 
His ſhining ſword, and cut the cables thro. 

The looſen'd veſſels plow the wat'ry way, 
Beneath their fleet lies hid the foaming fea. 
Then as their oars they ply, their navies fweep 
Swift thro' the riſing billows of e 


Ting'd with her golden ray the Lybian plain, 
When from her tow'r the Queen beheld che coaſt, 

Her ports deſerted by the Trojan hoſt, 

And from the ſhore the fleet with hoiſted fails 

Plowing the foaming tide with fav'ring gales, 


| 
| © The morn 1 
| 
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Thrice with her hands the melancholy fair 

Diſtracted beat her breaſt, and tore her hair. 

« Oh Jupiter! and is it thus, ſhe cries? 

« And is it thus the faithleſs ſtranger flies? 

Will my brave Tyrians from revenge forbear ? 

« Nor from the docks my lofty veſlels tear ? 

< Quick—bring the flames—expand the furled fails, 

e Swift ply the oars—and catch the riſing gales. 
« What do I ſay? where am I? madneſs turns my head 
« Do'ſt thou now feel his baſe and impious deed ? | 
« Then, then did it become thee to beware, 

_ « When with the wreteh thy throne thou firſt didſt ſhare, | 

«. This, this is honour ! this the man who bore 

His Gods and aged Sire from Ilion's ſhore ! 

4 Ah! cou'd I not the treach'rous wretch have lain, 

« And caſt his mangled body in the main? 

66 Had I not pow'r his offspring's blood to ſhed, 

« And to the father's banquet bring his head ? 

« Grant that ſucceſs uncertain might appear— 

« Reſoly'd on death, had Dido aught to fear ? 

« Ye Gods, their camp, their navy J had fir'd, 

And Troy, and Dido, in one flame expir'd. 

Thou Sun ! who view the works of mortal hands, 

« And with thy beams enlight'ſ the Lybian lands; 

« Imperial Juno! conſcious of my cares, 

« And Hecate! invok'd by midnight prayers ; 

„ Ye Gods, and dire avenging furies, hear 

« Afflicted Dido's words and dying prayer! 

If Fate decrees that Ilion's impious band 

« With that falſe traitor reach th' Italian land, 
4 Harraſs'd by wars, and driven from his Troy, 

« Torn from the dear embraces of his boy, 

ce In foreign countries let him ſeek for aid, 
And ſee his friends in death's embraces laid; 
And when in battle he ſhall fall o'erthrown, 
There let him die, unburied and unknown, | 
V = . * Grant 
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Grant this my pray'r! Grant this almighty God ! 
© This my laſt pray'r, which iſſues. with my blood ! _ 
4 Ye Tyrians too, purſue with laſting hate eK 
« His future offspring and his infant ſtate, 
4 And ſend this comfort to my ſhade below | 
4 That peace nor friendſhip *tween the nations grow. - - 
„ May ſome avenger from my aſhes ſpring, = 
« And dire deſtruction on the Trojans bring ! | 
 < Qur ſhores, our arms, our waves-ſhall theirs oppoſe, 
Our children's children be the Trojans” foes.” | 


| This ſaid, ſhe turn'd within her mind each way DN. 
To ſhun by death the hated light of day. - 
Then to Sichæus' nurſe theſe orders gave 
(Her own had long been buried in the grave) 
Dear nurſe, go, tell my ſiſter, here to bring 
4 The limpid water from the running ſpring; 
4 Thou too with fillets bind thy aged head, 
« And let my ſiſter here the off rings lead. 
The rites, which I to Stygian Jove prepare 
Shall now be finiſh'd, and ſhall end my care, 
« Shall end my mis'ries, and conſume the Pyre 
« Of Ilion's faithleſs Prince with hallow'd fire.“ 
This ſaid — with tott'ring ſteps the aged dame 
Quickening her pace in ſearch of Anna came. 


Fill'd with her horrid purpoſe Dido ſtarts, 
On every ſide her glaring eye balls darts. 

Large ghaſtly ſpots her throbbing cheeks defile, 
Pale with approaching death ſhe ſeeks the pile: 

Diſtracted to the fatal court ſhe flew, LY 
Then from the ſheath the Trojan ſword ſhe drew. 

| | | She view'd his garments, view'd the conſcious bed, 

17 And as ſhe wept, theſe dying words ſhe ſaid: 
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« Receive my ſoul and ſet me free from love! : 


« Ye dear remains, whilſt Heaven did approve, -- -- 


« Here ends the race which fortune did beſtow, + | © 


« My ghoſt illuſtrious ſhall deſcend below. 

« T've built a city, ſeen my walls ariſe,” |. 
« And the high turrets reach the vaulted-ſkies z * - 
| « Reveng'd a murder'd huſband's: bloody fate, 

« And puniſh'd an unnat' ral brother's hate. 
Happy! ah far too happy! if the hoſt 

“Of this baſe Trojan had not reach'd our coaſt,” 
She ſaid, and kiſs'd the bed; Then muſt we die, 
« And unreveng'd our mighty ſpirit ff. 

« Yes, I will die; thus, thus I give the blow, 

e Theſe flames ſhall bear it to the Trojan foe.“ 


Thus whilſt ſhe ſpoke, the maids who round her ſtood - 


Saw the bright ſword diſtain'd with purple blood. 
The lofty palace echoes back their cries, 
Fame wildly thro? the frighted city flies, | 
And the loud groans aſcend the diſtant ſkies - 
Juſt as if Carthage or if ancient Tyre, 
Poſleſs'd by foes, were wrapp'd in ſheets of fire. 


Her ſiſter heard, and ſwift with trembling haſte, - 
Beating her boſom, flies with looks aghaſt ; 
Tearing her hair and ruſhing thro? the croud, 
| Thus to her dying ſiſter ſpeaks aloud, 


Was this then thy intent? could ſuch a deed 
„ From the pure altars and the pile proceed? 
« Ah! where can I deſerted firſt complain ? 
« Could'ſt thou in death a ſiſter thus diſdain ? 
“ Had'ſt thou but call'd me to the fatal bed, 

<« By the ſame ſword had both the ſiſters bled. 
« Was it for this the lofty pile I built? 

And oall'd our Gods to aid concerted guilt ? 
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« Your town, your chiefs, yourſelf, your ſiſter loſt. 


« Quick let me cleanſe thy wounds, Cy 
* Ere the laſt ſtruggling effort's loſt in death.” 


Cloſe to her boſom then the Queen ſhe bore, 
And with her robe dri'd up the trickling gore; 
To lift her eyes the Queen attempts in vain, 
Now faintly riſing, finks and falls again. 
Thrice on her elbow ſhe eſſays to riſe, 
Thrice falling backwards, with her ſwimming eyes 
She ſought the light of Heav'n, then with a ſigh 

: Deep heav'd her boſom, as ſhe fem d to die. 
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Juno her ling' ring pangs beheld from high, 

And ſent fair Iris from the lofty ſky, 

To free the ſoul before its deſtin'd hour, 

From the fierce pains of Love's triumphant pow'r ; 
For yet not Proſerpine's relentleſs hand | 

Had doom'd the fpirit to the Stygian land. 

Swift flew the goddeſs, and bright Phcebus ſhed 

A thouſand beauteous colours as ſhe fled. | 

On earth alighted near the Queen ſhe ſtands, 

& This hair I bear away by Heav'ns commands 

&« Sacred to Jove where Stygian waters roll, 

« And from the body diſengage the ſoul.” 
Thus as ſhe ſpoke ſhe cut the ſacred hair, 

And the warm life diffolv'd into the air. 
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